ee Le 


wearing a lonz robe open in the front. The exposed pirt 
is hidden in shadows. 

Mark Mulhulland is sitting with her, showing her pos- 
jtions. He is feeling her legs while doing so, and once 
he pokes his hand up under her robe. 

Then she starts waving her legs ground slowly, wide 
apart, which shows quite clearly her "private area", hav- 
ing an amazingly huge amount of pubic hair. 

I wonder why the camera is so far away, so I go over to 
see. I look out a window behind Fairley and see that the 
camera is about 200yards away, across 4 coartyard similar 
to that of Eric Hamber, and behind a glass wall. 

Oh, well...I turn and see that the room has now changed 
into a resterant. Fairley has just put a white walking- 
cane into a strange mechanism. An old blind man comes and 
removes it. He is the owner of the resterant. 

He hangs a load of french-fries on the cane and dips it 
in a vat of boiling oil to cook. 

Then Dad comes by, complaining thet the peas aren't 
cooked; and that he's going to sue the old man.eee 


#70 

I'm in the doorway of a room, 2nd down the hall comes 
4 miniture Jim Buckshon with short hair. He wants me to 
get some-thing for bim that he can't reach. Sol try 
climbing up some cupboards for it, but I keep slipping. 


or. 17 ¢H 


I'm in French class, in the front seat. I'm talking(?) 
to someone. (this is a little vague) The teacher, Mrs. 
Bridal, has a blue change purse with her. 

She gets mad or something(?),puts the purse on my desk, 
and tells me to shut-up. I throw the purse on the floor, 
yelling,"Shut-up yourself!" 

I walk towards the door angrily...but I find it hard to 
coordinate my movements. Everyone stares at me as I try 
hard to walk out properly.... 


nov. 7 #72 


The earth is about to be destroyed, and the space ship 
is leaving today. I'm outside talking about the ship- 

Then flash- like cut from edited film... 

I am inside the space ship ; all*pasengers in one big 
room- 

I'm outside again , getting on the bus with Geoff 
Claman to get to the ship in time for takeoff. Then I rem- 
ember -my lugzage... I wanted to bring my taperecorder, etc. 

Another flash- mum wants to take the bedroom furniture- 

But I stay onthe bus because there is no time. We reach 
a church and get off. Everyone starts to go in, so I proceed 
to the entrance, but find there is a church service going on 
inside ... 

Whoops- I see that everyone has gone in 2 side door,so I 
follow suit,?only to find that they are no longer there. — 

Where is the ship? Inside it's fairly dark and there 
are a couple of kids sitting atound. I ask them where the 
ship is, indicating a large garage door," Is in there?" 

They say no. Somehow I mannage to look over the door into 
the large garage-room,and see that the ship is not there. 

There are people alloover the building, and I wander 
around asking them about the whereabouts of the spaceship. 
None of them seem to know. After examining the many fooms 
of the building and finding no one who knows or cares about 
the spaceship or the impending doom of the Earth, I become 
very détsturbed. 

I come upsn a large room filled with tables and books 
and proceed to throw them about in anger. Then I leave, 
dragzing a smashei telephone behind me. 

At this point I pass an open room where some adults are 
having a conference ; one of them is my Uncle Al, who works 
for B.C. Bel. I loo’ back in the room , but he is no longer 
there. 

Arnie, from television, is there sitting on the floor. 

He also is disturbed , and we talk for a while, then I leave. 
I walk towards an exit door, smashing it open in anger. 
Bev Weisman's group is there,behind the door, and I hear one 
of them scream as the door hits her. She's huft but I don't 

care. 

I then walk towards a darkened area, and a teenager with a 
knife jumps out at me, then stops. He is relieved that I am 
a kid, because he compulsively stabs adults . 

We become friends and I tel? him about the rocket, then 
we go upstairs to a room full of glass vases and smash them 
to bits. You see, now that the Earth is about to be destroy- 
ed(don't ask me how), I feel free to do anything I want, be- 
for the End. 

I hear a shower running, and enter the room it's in. An 
old lady is sitting there, whom I disregard, walking past 
her to a girl who has just emerged from the shower with a 


towel arourid her. I grab her and drag her into a nearby 
bedroom. She has small breasts, but well developed else- 
where. I engage in a few intimate pleasantries with her, 
then return to my friend outside. 

Then I find myself in a room where an authoritive-like 
man brings in an injured girl...the one I had hit with the 
door. 

"Who did it?" he asks. 

But I notice that she has been stabbed, not hit, so 

they can't blame me. 


OOT. 19 #73 (MISTAKE: THIS SHOULD BE AHEAD OF PREVIOUS DREAM) 


I and a few of my friends, including Peter W. and Lucy 
Frankenburg are in a sort of enclosed area(?) with a river 
bed as a floor. There are various insects, about 2 foot 
long, crawling around in the water. Therelre pipes over- 
head, where I see a huge blue beetle which I would like 
for my collection. So I climb up on them to get it, but 
find theré!re giant webs and spiders up there, which I 
make haste to get away from. 

Back on the ground huge red-termites, and water-bugs 
are crawling about, and the water is trickling over the 
rocks... 

..ein the corner(?) Lucy is working on a large graph 
depicting human evolution. It shows that Pat Kusick 
comes from the Liver-Lips line- 

What the hell?! 

I ask her where I'm decerded from, and she télls me, 
But I've forgotten what she said. 

There's a lot of other people around, and Linda Rostien 
comes over and hugs me, pulling me to her breast and hold- 
ing me like a little child.... 

oh, yeah? 


nov? 20 #24 


A group of guys and I are walking abong a sidewalk, com- 
ing from somewhere. We've been drinking a little, and are 
quite happy. I's night, but not very dark. We meet 2 
couple of friends, Paul Claman(?) and a girl, and we enter 
a forest area. 

While we're walking through the bush, a group of policee- 
men emerge about 25 ft. from our left, where the ground 
slopes up. They: stop us and question us as if we've done 
something wrong, which we haven't. They seem to be doing 
it just for kicks. Sol question them. 

"You're not really worried about a little $1.50 fine 
are you, kid?" one of the cops asks. 

They put us under arrest, and tell us to go up to the 
top of a nearby hill and wait for them while they get the 
car and bring it up... 

.eeWe're on top now. Below us stgetches a long grassy 
expanse of a golf course. The cops haven't arrived yet. 

"Hey, come on! We can get out of here’" 

I proceed to run down the hill. One guy starts to fol- 
low, then returns to the others who just stay there as they 
were told. 

Why the hell don't they escape with me? 

I run 211 the way to the bottom, then climb through 2 
hole in a fence to the left. I am out of sight before the 
police-car arrives. On the other side of the fence I find 
myself on a scaffold over 4 traffic-filled street... 

...now,somehow, I'm on Granvélle Street downtown, feeli- 
ing like a fugitive. 

A\queer guy apraaches, trying to touch me. I yell at him 
and people in the crowd look at him, so he leames and gets 
on a bus... 

.«.Then I find myself on a bus. 1 travel south on it 
for a few hours, feeling safe on the bus. Then the street 
becomes a small country road. This is the extreme end of 
Granville, where few people go. 

The bus has changed to a car. Aunt Gloria, Grandpa, 
Brian Loader, and others are in with me. Or rather, I'm 
with them. They are going camping. 

The car turns into a driveway and parks in a garage. 

We all get out... 
eend. 


DEC. 27 #795 


I'm a convict in a penetentiary cell, and I want to go 
to the washroom. This is my first day here, and I don't 
know the proceedure. One of my room-mates tells me that 
there are certain times only when we are allowed to go to 
the washroom. But I gotta go now! 

I open the door of our room slightly, and peek out... 

- the door is unlocked? - 

Yah, well, it didn't seem unusual when I dreamt alk Saree 

Anyway, as I was saying, I peek out the door and see 
that there are showers across the hall with men in them. 
Then I see a girl leave one of them. Hhmmm....! 

So I walk down the long hallway searching for a wash- 
room. There are many peopte around, and various rooms 
along the hall. At the end of the hall, it breaks to the 

right-¥é#% into two adjacenttrooms. They are three sided; com- 
pletely open to the hall, and divided by only one thin 
wall. 

There are people (male and female)all over these rooms 
and around in the halls. The first room has a toilet at 
the front,nrighthin the open, and another a little farth- 
er back which is huge and royal-like, fanning out like a 
huge lotus blossom. People are sitting near, and walking 
by the two toilets. I choose the second one... 

So there I am, sitting on the toilet. Some guys and a 
girl are sitting on a bench nearby, discussing poetry, 
ani occationaly glancing at me as I sit there plopping 
away. From this position I can see into part of the other 
room, which is filled with desks and young people talking. 
I seeTTom Taylor and Ruth Weiss there,and decide to visit 
them after I finish my little nesessity. 

I finish and go over to where they are- or were...They 
aren't there; I must have mistaken Someone else for them. 
Yet somehow I don't thénk I did. 

It must be visiting day here at the prison. Iddon't 
see anyone else I know, so I return to my room. 

From here on it's very vague... 

We are in our room thinking of ways of escape, even 
though the door's unlocked. And there's something about 
wires we've concealed in the rafters, and an attendant 
coming in... 

We are taken into a room where we sit on benches and 
desks. Craig and one of his friends are sitting behind 
me- hey, I didn't know my brother was a convict toot 

There's some teacher showing a film(?) or something 
about "falling out of an airplane(?)"..and Sandra Green 
is there telling me that she's married to Sharon Maguire, 
and putting a cigarette butt in my mouth which I eat be- 
cause it's really a potato-chip... 

oh, yeah?' 


pec. 28 #74 


Rosalie Margolis and I are ina bedroom onthe second 
story of a building. Outside is a car and some people. 

A guy is yelling up to Rosalie to come with them. She is 
upset. She wants to come with them, but explains thet she 
can't because she is too, pure. 

A girl climbs in the window and comes over tome. I 
lie down on the floor with her with my head on her ass... 
Then I pull her up, holding her, and give her a kiss. 

Now there's other people in the room, and she leaves. 
The room is now a classroom, with a bed still in the mids 
dle. I sit on the bed, and Mr. Krautter comes in demand- 
ing to mow what's going on. Everyone just stares at him. 


#1t 


Seott is in the den with a shotgun. 

Dad and Craig are outside the den window. 

Seott shoots Dad and Craig through the den window. 

I'm inside, and now he's after me. 

At this point, it's vague...I"m running arund the house 
eluding Scott. Thenshe gets to me, and is about to stab 
me with a pencil, but I take>out my-own. pencil and pose as 
if I have already been stabbed, so he doesn't stab me. 

... then aur whole family is by the open front door. 
Everyone is calm about Scott. "Just a little brat" says 
Dad. Craig complains that he was bleeding to death; he*s 
all full of holes...someones coming to take Scott away. 


61971. Jan. 6 #78 


I am standing on a dirt road. Below me sweeps a valley 
and above me rises a large hill. Mark Mulhullond is stand- 
ing a little ways up the hill. I turn and wistle towards 
the valley, which results in a long houd echo, and I see 
a guy down below look up at me. 

.eethis is all a little vague... 

I climb the hill to Mark. Itts thick in light brom 
dust. Mark has a piece of cardboard to slide down it on. 

"You only brought a towel, eh" he says. 

"Fup. But it'll do." 

A man with a beard is sitting nearby. I ask him the 
time, and he says"By the length of the side-burns it's (_) 
o'clock." 

"Well then how do you know the time? You've got a full 
beard, not side-burns." 

" I have a beard, but I still know the time 'cause my 
watch works well." 

The rest I can remember oniy vague fragments of, so it's 
not worth recording. 


FEB. 23 #274 


I made a taped recall of thts, but the tape was destroy- 
ed. My memory of it now is quite hazy, but I shall attempt 
to write it anyway. 

Itt& another "Back to the Private School" dream...only 
this time it seems to be my idea, ti get away from my(step)- 
Father. My family, Grandmother, andiI, are travelling there 
Ima. Car... 

We arrive there- I'm not sure whether it's Vernon or 
Shawniggan- and we sit in a large boarding-school type din- 
ing room...there's something about me or Dad drawing strange 
pictures of a frog...then I go across the room into a wash- 
room whith a window looking directly into the dining room. 

I finish and return, and we are talkifg to a waitress(?) 
who explains that my hair at the back will have to be short- 
er, but side-burns are permissible. 

Then, as my family is leaving, I realize that this was 
a stupid idea. A huge group of masters are aproaching my 
Dad as he leaves. I run up to him and plead for him to 
take me back 'cause I've changed my mind, but he won't lis- 
ten... 

... after recording this dream, I fell asleap again, and 
dreamttthat Mom had come in and read what I had written. (Al- 
though I had taped it rather than written it) 


#80 


...this was a very long dream of whith I can remember 
only the end. 

.eel have come into the dark room of someones house at 
night. A sexy young woman is there. She begins to dance. 
And wow! what a dancel 

There is a slight bit of light in which to see ker. 

She has stripped herself to just a few flimsy things around 
her shoulders. Her nudity is completely visible, except 

that her cunt is constantly hidden by the dark shadows, as if 
planned that way... 

Then,in front of her dancing, slowly lowers the white 
superimposed crediting letters that always come at the end 
of a movie... 

this dream has been a movie? 
then it ends. 
(wierd) 


#3 

Phere had been a contest on CKYN of making as many words 
as possible out of the letters of "Protien-Twenty-One", which 
I tried, and got 137 words(this is reality I'm refering to) 

The dream- 

I'm in a lane looking up at a veranda on the wall of an 
old wooden building, early in the morning. From bhere a 
man is announcing the CKVN word winners so far. They have 
all got in the 40's andthe 50's, and they're all from Mont- 
real. There are all kinds of wierd things all over the walls. 


FEDS 27° FOL 


I'm at Jeff Claman's house. I've been filming or some- 
thing, and I gotta go now cause it's late; 12 o'clock- and 
I had to be home at eleven. Boy, I'm in trouble} 

I've got my pack and I'm leavéng, out the front doot(?) 
this house is different then Jeff's. Walking down the 
driveway I see ahead some people; one guy eapecialy, who 
strikes me as being a real creep. 

He has with him a live monkey and rabbit. The rabbit 
he picks up and throws @ way across the road, onto some 
railroad tracks nearby. Likewise with the monkey. 

The people standing by murmmer that thet wasn't a nice 
thine to dé. Then he goes over to where the two-forms' lie, 
picks them up;'and throws them back. 

They lie there, bloody and dead. "You ass-hole!"%,I yell 
at him. Then Wihe comes over and gets mad at me for saying 
that,as.iff I was the onty one who had done anything wrong. 

The other people don't care much about the two animals. 

"Well lbok what you've done...they'te dead‘! I say. 

"Yeah, so what?" 

-transition now...but I'm not sure if this is still part 
of the same dream so... 


#33 


There is some idea about me being bitten inside my mouth 
by a camelion... — 

Anyways, I'm in the hospital because of ét.(This is a 
little vague) I'm in a room with other people, in bed. 
Craig is also here, and I'm talking to him. Then a nurse 
comes in with a bunch of others behind her, and begins giv- 
ing a speech to all the people in the room. 

After she's finished, I'm about to ask her just whet the 
the scientific explanation is for the effects of thie cam- 
elion bite I have. 'Cause it seems a little strange to me. 

Then a real good-looking guy comes in with a bunch of 
nurses. "So there's another nurse here, eh?" he says, search- 
ing for her. All the nurses are beautiful, Then they Ba 
leave, without finding the nurse. 

-transition... 

There's a sort of Little-Abner type guy run- 
ning along carrying a girl in his arms. (I seem'to-be-an 
unseen observer ; sort of like when you watch a movie- you're 
there, but not there...another hard concept to explain.) 
They meet two older people, thier parents(?), and the old 
man makes some remark about him carrying her. To this, 
'Abner' answers,"To make a remark like that, you must have 
been doing a lot of giggling." This seems to indicate drink- 
ing. Then 'Abner' does a backwards flip into a pile of mud; 
and the old man says,"Well I have a right to be celebrating, 
‘cause I just got a new job." 

Then there's this big trough of peas and other assofted 
vezetables, of which I am eating.:. > 


FEB. 28 #34 


I'm walking down the streets, and the halls of the school 
stark naked. But no-one pays much attention. Hmmm... 


435 

A whole lot offpeople and I are lying around together 
on mattresses in a room. We've been lying here for some 
time. Sue Shaw is lying beside me. Then I remember I 
have to leave...now 1!m putting my pants on before 1 go, 
and Sue is standing there watching me. 


#86 

Mr, Scoland, my acting teacher, is directing a television 
production. The studio is filled with busy people an@ equip- 
ment; and he is telling me that my job is to video-tape a 
news program from the monitors in the lecture hal], and also 
part of my cartoon. I tell him I don't think it is possible 
to do frame-by-frame with a video-tape for my cartoon, so 
he says just get something to fill the space then. 

Now I've got to get the small f.V.camera, because the 
others are being used. 801 search the huge studio, then 
zo up some stairs to the main-controle-switching room, over- 
looking the whole area. Doug Robertson is sitting there, 
and not seeing the camera there, I ask him if he knows it's 
whereabouts. "Don't:ask me, I just sit here.” he says. 

So I leave there, and return to the studio. They've 
stopped for a rest... 


MAR. 1 #3) 


The idea is that I'm in a camp. Ani right now we are 
in a large audience, watching Rowan and Martin's Laugh-in 
on the stage. 

I decide to go up on the stage; so I do. 

Now I'm there, behind a curtain and anpillar. The act- 
ors are all the original people of the show, but they are 
are all acting very solemn, rather than thier usual way. 

Then Dick Martin comes by and says "Hey, Steve, get off 
the stage...Dan, tell him to get off the stage." 

"Get off." says Dan Rowan. Sol do. 

I return to the audience, and sit down by a guy who 
says "Hey, vou know you can't do that; only certain peop- 
le can watch from up on the stage.” 

"Yah,"I say, "but if you keep persisting at it, they'11 
probably let you eventually." 

I see that Pat Kuzik ig in the audience... 

-transition... 

I'm in this same camp in a large trailer, with 
Mike Tenenbaum, a guy from my grade 11 History class. He 
is to be my roommate. A fat, cute kid with long orange 


hair, and his goofy-looking friend come in. They are to 
stay here also. They talk for a minute, then leave. 

Now there is the idea that Mike is an alligator... 

-An alligator}!- 
(well, strange things happen in dreams) 

Anyways, he looks human, but I know that he's an al- 
ligator. And in this trailer, we have to sleep beside 
each other. 

"Hey," I address him,"since you're an alligator, you 
better be careful that you don't eat me accidently in your 
sleep.” 

"Yah, I better be carefull."he agrees. 

"T knawl- we need a watchdog to prevent-" 

At that point I see outside the door, a very scary Ger- 
man-Shepard, smiling at us. He barks to get in, but 1 
lock both doors, for he looks as if he want's to eat me 
himself... 

Now John Grierson and Sharen Maguire are in here. 

Sharen has her back turned, looking at something of in- 
terest, and she's wearing a sweat-shirt. At this point I 
notice that that is all she is wearing! John gestures to- 

wards her bare ass. I stick my hand up between her legs, 
feéling, and I find something that shouldn't be there’ 

She has a young boy's penis! 

At this I am naturaly startled. She turns around and 
explains to me that she is the only girl known to possess 
such an instrument... 

oh, yeah? 


MAR. 4 #88 


Well, it seems I've accidently erased another recall... 

This day was recorded on tape. There was two dreams 
here, but without the record I can remember only one of 
them. And that one: not too well. But, here is my attempt- 

It's all vague...I've left the house at might, and I 
am now in aawhore-house. There I find Jack Picken in a sw- 
iming pool full of beautiful nude girls. I am about to 
enter the pool, but he informs me that it is his pool, and 
that there is a private one for me too. I find my pool 
and enter... 

now there's a gap in my memory- 

I'm on a bed with a couple af the prostitutes, but they 
don't want to do anything. Doesn't anyone want to? 

Another girl volentcers. She gets a on with me, then 
for some reason we don't do anything; I don't feel like 
it(?)..."You don't really want to do anything do you?" she 
says. Then I realize that I definately do! (remember, this 
isn't clear now.) There's a lot of strange ideas going on. 

I ask the time, and the clock says $:00 which means, 1 
am told, thétthat it is 1:00. Which means also that i am 


very late to get home. And a few minutes ago I was sure 
that it was early. Well, damn it, I have to leave now in 
a hurry. 

I go out the back door, and as I'm crossing the yard I 
remember that I left my boots inside. 1 lift myself up on 
the ledge of the window to the room which I had just,left,; 
to find that it is now an office. It is furnished as ab 
from a period in the Amer. Civil War; 4 yankee captain in 
uniform is sitting at the desk. 

My boots are there, so I rap on the window, gesturing 
to him to throw them to me. He throws them out. I jump 
down and get them. But they are not mine. 

Oh well; I put them on and walk away... 


MAR. 5 #89 


This is quite vague, and not worth spending much time 
recalling, so I won't. 

The idea is that I and some others have been outlawed(?) 
and transported to somewhere or sometime (back in time?) 
along with a few buildings and provisions, to live in exile 
where no-one will ever fird uss. Completely, perminantly 
{solated from humanity. ‘nd there's no females... 

At the moment I am trying to convince Brian Loader to 
continue an some sort of project which he was involved in 
but is deciding to quit as useless. "It will keep you 
from going insane from the eternity of boredom we are in 
store for.” I say. 

Now its too vague... I'm in a cabin with a tape-recorder 
(2?) and somernewsexilessare-artiving outside, including- 
oh, joyous day!- females... 


MAR. 7 #40 


I've been put back in a private school again. 

‘This is a little vague. 

I've got a key which I use to open one of the doors of 
the building and look around inside 4 small room. There are 
old articles all over the room, and stairs leading up one 
side of the room. I climb them to find that they end at 
4 small window or door which goes nowhere. 

I leave the room and meet in the hall the lady who runs 
the place. She talks to me about how all my time here 
will be schedualed to the activities they have planned for 
all the students. I can see kids playing soccer outside. 

Oh hell, I'm leaving; 

And I do. I'm walking along a sidewalk outside, just 
finishing a joint. Up ahead are some hippies, whom I meet 
and they ask me "Have you ever (slang expression for type 
of drug use)ed?" 

I say no, and they laugh. Then as they're talking I'm 
trying to say: is grass dope? But somehow I can't commun- 
icate with them. Then I say I gotta go. 

But where? Back to Eric Hamber? Or back to the Private 
School? -transition- 

I'm in Hamber near the entrance of the gym, talking to 
Larry Nemetz who has just got a haircut. Jack Picken is 
there also. It's time for PHE. 


MAR.10 #4[ 


I'M in a very ornate living room, sitting at appiano, 
reading Super-Hero comics with my cousin Kevin. Then I 
get up and enter an ajoining room where Jeff Claman is 
setting up a very complex lémm camera. A crowd of people 
fill the room, surrounding it. They seem to be trying to 
help him. There is a strange system of multiple lenses on 
this camera. Someone aays, "I know which lens is plastic." 

Phen the crowd leaves. Now I get a close look at the 
camera...it's about 5 feet+from the ground mounted on top 


“what I see to be an enlarger (the still 35mm type) The 


enlarger is in turn maunted on8counter with drawers in 
the front and dials and meterg on the surface. Atop the 
camera is something like a wagon with wheels. 

"It's much better,"he explains as I examine it, a little 
puzzled,""because you can enlarge the pictures as you shoot." 

(oh yeah?) 

Jeff seems to have changed into Rick Ambrose, though the 
face is never clear. He is becoming very emotional about 
the wheels above the camera... 


FAY 


wel walk@# out of that room back to what was the living 
room, but has now become a large gymnasium. 

(this is continued from the dream of the preceeding page, 
Ithink, but I have categorized it as a sepatate dream be- 
cause it is not connected at all with that dream by it's 
content.) 

The gym is full of people milling around. I join the 
little "clique" that I frequently hang around with at school 
(Jack Picken, Steve Scott,Sue Shaw, Sue Chalmers, Jim Pogue, 
Donna Babcock, Brian Loader, etc.) and talk with them for 
a while. I put my finger around Sue Shaw's neck as I'm 
talking to her. 

Then we are simultaneously hit with the idea of lying 
on the floor. We do so. Slowly we all sink €\ down... 

The entire assemblage of people in the cym (hundreds) 
are doing likewise... weird! Although at the time it didn't 
seem too unusual. 

As we sink, I grab Sue and lie across her back, with my 
hand down the front of her shirt. In this position, we fre- 
ze, as if asleep... 

-eebveryone else is doing the same. Sleeping. 

..The tableau continues for a few minutes... 
Then, in unison, everyone rises, and go bek to normal. 
"Hmm...first time that ever happened." I comment. 


MAR. 13 #93 


There is a structure of red steel girders about five ft. 
wide, and about six stories tall, with no buildings near 
LG. 

...and I'm on the top of it. Scared out of my mind! 

It seems to be my job to work up here on this thing. I!m 
both afraid and mad, because I hate this job and I'm about 
to quit, which is why I am descending. 

I make my way down the cross-pieces of the structure, 
and near the bottom I see below me a building and a train 
which is departing. I get the idea thet I should get on 
that train, and I intend to jump onto the train, but I 
won't make:it so I jump to the ground near it. 

There are people all around. I get the idea that they 
are my “enemies, though they do not advance on me. 

Until I advance on them, that is... I pull out an 8mm 
movie camera which I just happen to have, and pretend it's 
a gun, forcing a guy to carry me on his back to catch up to 
the train. The others close in after me, but I keep them 
back with my camera-gun. ($e overall idea is that I am fle- 
eing to free myself from oppression.) 


MAR. 16 #44 


I'm outside walking down a gravel path towards an open- 
ing in a large hedge about twenty feet in front of me. 
Theres young kids all around. Near the opening, on a pile 
of boulders, is something which draws my attention... 

An aquarium. 

A glass tank about 3 ft. by 4 ft., filled with small 
rocks and ?. Kids are crowded around it. I look also. 

There are a few insects crawling around(?), and there 
are scorpions burried in amongst the rocks, struggling... 

-..transition... 

there's still a few scorpions around, but 
now there are strange insects swarming 21l over the surface. 
Someone says they are bees. But they don't look like bees; 
more like furry, colored ants about ¢ to $ inch long. 

I'm about to leave, when I look back and see that it has 
changed. There is a frog in the middle; realoor;ndt; 1 
couldn't tell. The surface is now molded like a tiny vill- 
age. All the strange insects are swarming to the far cor- 
ner afterya scorpion or something... 

"Isn't this a little odd?" 
"Yup...but arn't they all?" 


MAR. 20 #96 


I'm very unsure of the order of théSsone. 

I'm in a huge dark place. It seems like a garage(cement 
etc.) with strategecly placed partition-like walls around 
inside it. I walk to a more open area, partialy lit, where 
there are people gatheréd. They are all tasting a piece 
of chalk. 

I touch a piece to my toungue. It makes my mouth dry, 
and I say so...all along is the vague idea that everyone 
or someone is trying to kill everyone... 

"That chalk could have been poisoned, you know,"said the 
guy who had supplied it,"I might have been trying to kill 
you." ...well gee, I'm sure glad he wasn't. 

I leave the place with Jeff Claman and another older guy 
whom I remember in the dream, but not now. 

-transition... 

the three of us are ascending a stair-case about 
34 feet wide, and walled in on both sides, At the top we 
reach an open door, and Jeff and the otherrguy./are playing 
around in front of me, struggling to get by each other. 
This causes me to start loosing my balance, so I get into 
the act; shoving myself over Jeff to get out. 


By this action, Jeff gets hurt. I feel a sharp pain in 
my ass... Jeff has pricked me with a needle because he's 
mad at me. So now I'm mad at him too. 

The other guy agrees with me that I was justified in 
what I did. We are out of the stairway now in a large 
open area with: people walking around. 

Jeff leaves in anger, limping. At one point he stum- 
bles, and yells back to me:"Bowlsby, look what you did to 
my leg!" 

“What about my asst" I answer. 

The people look at us. 

-transition... (The order of the sections of this dream unsure) 

I'm with two guys(Jeff & other guy?)beside a 
large stage with an audience on two adjacent sides; the 
other two sides against the walls of the corner of the aud- 
itorium. A rock group is playing on the stage, facing the 
audience. They are all albinoes, with white hair. 

(Here, I get the idea that I have white hair also. And 
my two friends.) 

We are proceeding up a set of stairs from the audience: 
to the stage, and decide we might as well join the group 
since we have white hair too. 

Most of the group is positioned near one side of the 
stage. One guy and I go over across the stage to the ather 
side and sit. The other guy goes over and tries to play the 
drums with the group. But he's a horrible player and he 
breaks the drum-stick. So one of the albino musicians hands 
him a new stick. 

While I'm sitting there my friend goes into the audience. 

After a while he returns and persuades me to leave with 
him. 

“transition... 

I'm walking around with the same guy. I'm eat- 
ing some licorice twisters, which I don't especialy like, 
but I'm hungry. Then I see that he is eating a donut. 

"Oh, you can’ buy donuts, eh?" 

"Yup." and he gives me a bite. 


MAR, 26 #Gb 


I'm coming in for a landing! 

Hovering in mid air (on my own power, of course) and 
descending apon a cliff-like outcropping of rock. There 
are some little kids playing below, so I yell out the cus- 
tomary landing proceedure call: "Look out?" 

4s I make contact, a few lerge rocks are shaken loose, 
falling dow at the kids. They scatter, but one kid is hit 
on the head and knocked-out. 

Oh well, that sort of thing is a common consequence when 
people come in for a landing this way. 

-transition... 

I'm in an office in a building near where I landed, tal- 
king to Dr. Claman. Then we leave there and enter a large 
television studio cluttered with complex equipment. I am 
to be on another panel-disscussion.{I actually was on one 
in real life for a local Cablevision station, regarding 
English projects and the sort.) 

Jeff Claman(who w2s on the real one also) is there too 
and the others I can't recall. Anyway, we are on the air 
now, not taped. 

The whole discussion is hogged by me. I do all the tal- 
king because I feel I have so many good ideas to relate, 
and nobody gets a word in edgewise. And on top of thet, 
everything I say comes out wrong. I don't say what I mean 
and I make a complete fool of myself. 

In the midst of the discussions a technision at the side 
says "Camera on Bowlsby! At this, Cris Hook, who is observ- 
ing us(he was in the real-life one also) says,"Hey, how do 
you know who it's on?" 

I break from the discussion and start explaning to him 
how we can see ourselves in a main monitor. Then I cont- 
inue to make a fool of myself till time is up. 

After we finish, I realize that I have wrecked the en- 
tire program, and I feel quite stupid. 

Everyone is rather peeved with me... we go into another 
room where a couple of insructors come by and talk to us, 
telling me that I was pretty bad. They give me a 5/10 on 
it, and inform me that I have kittle chance af being pick- 
ed for another panel in the future. 

We all sit facing a man at a desk. Something,(I will 
indicate it by:___ ) has been stolen from the desk. 

"Stephen," the man says,"we realy are ashamed of you. 
Now we know we can't trust you. 

"Stephen, did you steal the _ ?" 

"No, I didn't steal the ae 


"Stephen, did you steal the al 


"NOS I DIDN'T STEAL THE !!2 I yell at him, Staring 
into his eyes. 

"Now look me in the eyes and tell me, did you steal 
the cae 


Oh, Christ! 


#1] 


The order is vague- 

Kevin and I have just come from somewhere, and we have 
arrived at Grandma's house(?) to find we just missed a ‘huge 
feast for all our relatives. 

Everyone is leaving. We come to a raised area with a 
dining table and chairs. On the table is chicken which is 
about 75% batter. I sample a piece, then start eating. It 
is all that's left from the feast. Then Kevin's sister, 
Lorrie, comes along and tells us that the chicken is for 
Uncle Kieth(thier father; my uncle). I see him arriving 
at that moment, putting his coat in a closet. 

We leave that area and enter a place something like 
Grandma's living room, with a grand-piano in the middle. 

Kevin, Leah(another cousin), Lorrie, and I are all in 
there.. We are wearing strange dress-like costumes. Mine 
is falling apart. 

The girls want to play some kind of game. I grab Leah 
and tickle her... 

now it's so vague that it isn't worth recalling. 


#4 


Some sort of organization is going on. 

There is a long, high wire fence; then a long row of 
bench-beds side by side,running parrallel to the fence. 
Then parallel to that is a row of mattresses with people 
all over. I am sitting there, calling to Kevin. 

He comes into view towards me from around another fence 
at the side, perpendicular to the wire fence. Then I lo- 
ose sight of him. He never comes. 

I get up and go to my bench-bed.(they are about 53 ft. 
long, 4ft. high, and 23 ft, wide.) There is a little kid 
on it whom I remove, then I lie on it and take out my 
script... 

this organization is a PLAY. And I'm on soon. So 
I'm searching for my lines in the script, which I have not 
even seen yet. I'm to be "Euclides"(?). 

From here I can see the set and watch the actors. They 
have had no rehersals yet, but they are saying the lines 
perfectly, without a script! 

And I gotta go on and do likewise. I havent even read 
my part yet, so I'm searching through the copy for it. 

As I skim the paged I find that there are a lot of color- 
ful pictures and very little writting. So I'm sitting there 
looking at beautiful page-size photos of flowers and insect 
close-ups.... and that's the end. 


MAR. 27 #44 


I'm in back of the Hamber auditorium with a group of pe- 
ople. The whole auditorium is dark except for a couple af 
spot-lights on stage. The auditorium is also jam-packed 
with an audience of... 

aliens. 
(Extra-terrestrials; non-earthians; men-from-outer- 
space; whatever the terminology, there they are...) 

And they've been living here on Earth long enough to 
become the majority of the population. 

Our little group Migrback stage has decided that the 
humans must take over controle of the Earth to save it 
frpom other invading aliens. I have to tell this to the 
audience. 

So I apear on stage by a mike, holding a silver devil's 
trident, which is supposedly some kind of symbol of fear 
or authority. 

I give my speech, trying to convice them (superior to 
us in both numbers and technology.) that we, the humans, 
must take over to protect Earth from hostile aliens. (of 
which there are so many out there these days; this being 
the future, you realize, dear reader.) And even as I order 
this, I realize: If they don't want to let us, we can't do 
anything about it. 

For some reason, I throw the trident out into the audi- 
ence. Aimoment later, two alien kids apear from the darkness 
of the audience and return itoto me. No-one was harmed, 
for I see that it is rubber.... 


# 100 


There is a huge expanse of marsh-land, dotted here and 
there with @®ipatches of dry land. .I am standing on one of 
those patches. 

There's a guy out there who has been driving around in 
this marsh in his jeep for years, vainly searching for civ- 
jlization. And now he's spotted me. He's swerving all over 
in his jeep trying to reach me. It's so extremely hard to 
manoeuvre a vehical in all this mud;he's skidding in fran- 
tic circles around my little island, backwards and forwards, 
mud flying-- I wonder if he'll make it. 

Finaly, he does; drives onto the shore, stops, gets out 
and comes over, and talks with me. Then he shows me the con- 
tents of a small leather bag he has-- a pile of fuzz with 
a few nuts in it. One, he informs me, is 4 cyanide nut for 
emergency suicides; the others he just-eats any time. 

"But might you not eat the cyanide nut by mistake?" I 
ask him. ; 

"Well...1 never have.” he sayS+« 

As I examine the nuts, he tells me that one is not a nut. 

But they all look like nu- ahh...looking closer I see 


that one is actually a tiny zreen-pepper. 
I pick it out handle it... 

Now, at this point the pepper becomes normal 
size, but I do not notice this. Or rather, I do but it 
doesn't regester... I just accept it, and I don't realise 
this fact till when I wake and record it. I just don't 
see the difference. This is a hard concept to explain in 
words,but similar things happen frequently in dreams. 

In a dream your thought prosseses are often quite differ- 
ent from reality. 


Anyway, I'm holding the pepper in my hands. I open it. 
Inside it is wrapped in layers of corned-beef, then lettuce, 
then some black stuff in the center. I eat the corned-beef; 
it's kind of rubbery. The lettuce has tiny insect eggs on 
it so I don't eat it. Then I find a piece of hamberger in- 
side. 

Hey this pepper is a little stranze... 

My whole family, minus Sebtt, is sitting around me now, 
having a picnic. Scbtt is tamliBout in the marsh looking 
for us, and calling. 

"Don't answer his call,"says Mom,"he'1l eat all our food" 

Just then, he appears around the edge of a bush... 


MAR. 28 #101 


This night I dreamt about 6 separate dreams, and remen- 
bered them all upon awakening. But memory fades so incred- 
ibly fast... By the time I recorded them, only two were 
clear enough to write down. So here they are. 


I'm escaping from a hospital. 

Just a normal hospital, but I'm escaping as if it's a 
prison--past a nurse and over a veranda railing,falling 
two stories to the ground; then across the wide expanse of 
lawn to a street lined with shops. Running, I pass some 
hippies unloading a car in front of a house. There I turn 
and go to the hippies. 

Why? 

From.‘them I get a small boat...there is a vague idea t 
that I actualy requested some marajahana, but got a boat 
in-stead. 

Oh well, now I'm taking it out to the water at the dock 
nearby... I'm in the water now, and an old man, a boat-sel 
ler, is on a log neatby, trying to take back my boat ‘cause 
I haven't paid for it (or am I the one on the log? Vague) 


Anyways there I am out on the water, struggling with the 
old boat seller. 4nd thehb there's some huge strange waves 
near us and 

that's about where the dream fizzles out-- 


#102 


The whole thing is slishtly vague, the beginning espec- 


ialy. 

. am a cowboy type going somewhere with dxétKé# a group 
of similar types. But I'm lagging behind; I can't walk. 

Now my identity shifts from ome character to another... 
I'm another guy in the group, looking back to see the guy 
who has fallen behind.... 

Now, again, I'm the fallen guy. I see one cowboy take 
out his gun,pointing it at me. Will he shoot me? 

Now I'm the other guy again. I grab the guy with the 
gun, struggle, force the gun to his head, and shoot him. 
So the disabled guy (formerly me) is now safe. 

"Don't you believe a shot can kill?" I yell at all the 
people standing around. 

I shoot a guy,"Sees" 

(I better describe the setting here: All 
us cowboys are setting up explosives on 

a railway, intended for the Queen's train. 
The whole scene is floating in the midst 
of an encompassing white background; like 
inside a huge pure-white cave.) 

"Don't you believe a shot can break things?" I yell. 

I shoot a hole in a nearby structure,'}Seet" 

I and some of the others are atop a white hill, looking 
down to where the tracks are being set with dynamite by 
others of the group. The detonating cable runs up the hill 
to where we are. 

"Hey, Jack}" I shout down to one of the guys at the tracks, 

"Don't you béhieve a shot can ignite the dynamite?" 

4t that, I pick up the end of the cable(which is filled 
with wires and match-heads) and fire into it. It bursts 
into flames and burns; transfered down the cable to the dy- 
namite, resulting in a terrific explosion...' 

" See ! " 


Well, I guess I proved my point. 


APRIL 3 # 103 


This is part of a larger dream, and it's all a little vague. 
I'm drunk. Or else I'm pretending to be. And I'm 
pulling myself along the floor ofa large room, towards 
where some people are workimg. There is the hazy idea that 
I've come to spy on them... 
( set: a square room about 50ft. by 50ft. 
a door in the center of one wall. 
across on the oposite wall, a coun- 
ter running along it to midway, then 
projecting out at right angles towards 
the door, to nearly the center of the 
room. 

within the area of the counter, at 
sinks, are girls washing dishes. ) 

I crawl, watching the girls, who wear short revealing 
skirts. At the counter I pretend to fall asleap, then 
wake and see them. They dort pay me any attention. 

Inside the area formed by the counter is a wide bench 
with a guy lying on it. Kneeling, and lying over him is 
an enormous fat woman with gigantic breasts. 

Thinking of my spy-associats who are waiting outside, 

I go to the door to report. 

When I open the door and start to tell them about the 
fat girl,a guy tries to inject me with some stuff thet 
will make me un-attractive to the girls. I get the door 
shut and he succeeds only in cutting my finger. 

Then some little guys attack me with large curved simi- 
tars. I have my own, and I fight them-- winning! 

Hmmm, I'm pretty good... 


APRIL 9 #lO4 


This time was a conglomeration of various dreams; the 
order and number of which I am unsure. So here goeSe.. 


I'm in a theatre observing a sort of strip-tease act. 

A girl is dancing around on the stage in long flowing robes. 
She passes behing a pillar, and emerges wearing a metalic 
silver pant suit, The top she removes, and I wait for the 
rest to come... but thats all she does. 

Then there's some person in a pink-tights outfit dancing 
around. My identity seems to periodically shift so that 
I become that person momentarally... 

Now I'm behind the curtan. I see one of the guys from 
my acting class and@ say hello. Then I see Laura Dunner, 
and walk up behind her and grab her and walk off... 

Now I'm at Grandma Bowlsby's house with the rest of my 
family; but her house is completely different. In her 
living-room is a very strange piano built into the wall. 
Above it is a large wide colum rising to the ceiling, sim- 
ilar to the one above the fire-place at our home. The key 
board has about ten long wooden keys. 

The ceiling, rouch rafters, slopes up to a point at the 
top. Now the roof, or something, @@mmme xecds fixing, so 
we must go to the river bank to get clay for the repairs. 

We go up a short flight of stairs to Grandma's bedroom. 

On the bed are a couple of large suit-cases. In one i 
find the blue ski-jacket that I had about three years 2g05 
and it fits! 

We're preparing to leave to get the clay, and Mom says: 
"Well, you better put that on, instead of going out looking 
like a foob." 

I also find there a pair of pants I had lost a long time 
ago. As I look around I begin to wonder what Grandma does 
here all day by herself...there's no books or anything ar- 
ound, and she doesn't play the piano.... 

-transition... 

Some people and I just arrived somewhere ina 
ear. We get out into someones back yard, and proceed to 
walk though. There is a very sexy woman in a flimsy, 
short nightgown hanging laundry on the line. Somehow, I 
know thet she has black panties on underneath-- and so 
ado bt 

The guy who is walking near me is a sort of puritan, 
anti-sex type. He is repulsed by how sexy the woman looks, 
and he says so. 

In response to this, she pulls up her dress and gestur- 
es at her black panties, "Don't you find this attractive?" 

"No, I don't." he answers. 

She lets her dress down, then, underneath it, pulls 
down the panties. "Well aren't you interested in whats un- 
der here?" she says, pointing up under her barély conceal- 
ing dress. "Eh? Eh?" 


Her indicating gestures at one point lift the hem and 
reveal the “area of discussion". It is hairless and swol- 
len, but in the dream I recognize it as the normal every- 
day vagina. (As previouslyystated, thought processes are 
not the same. Unusual things may be accepted as normal ) 

find then we leave... 


Now this part, and also others in this day$ recall, is 
really part of another dream--but my recall is so melted 
together that it is not worth recording each part as a se~ 
parite dream. 

I'm in my cousin Kevin& house, for I have run away from 
home and am taking refuge here. There are 2 lot of ather 
kids here in the same situation. Kevin tells everyone 


that I speak fluent French. When someone asks me a quest- 
jon in French apd7I can't respond, they find this very 


strange, and someone tells Kevin's parents. 
So now I'm worried that they won't take me because they 
will say that I lied and they can't trust me. 
I sit down with Kevin, putting some teast in the toaster. 
It pops up about five seconds later, all done. Then Aunt 
gloria enters and- 
Seott woke me up. 


APRIL 10 # 105 


I've been put back in Shawnigan again. 

It's the first day, and I'm late for dinner. The place 
is built differently. 1 walk into the hall and aproach 
one of the table heads, "Excuse me, but I just got here 
and I don't know where I'm supposed to sit..." 

"Hoamm...pretty good for a new kid," he says, regarding 
me,"why, when I first came here I expected everyone to 
chear for me." 

I sit down at the table, thinking maybe I should tell 
him I've been here before, but I don't. 

Mark Mulhaland is here also. We eat and presently Brian 
Loader comes in. 

"Hey, hi Brian'" I greet him. 

"Quiet!" everyone 4 says, as if its a library... 

Now we're all outside at the entrance, after dinner. A 
group of new people arrive, including Fred Long, with long 
rea hair, and other people; even girls. So I'm thinking- 
wow!--all these people I know coming here with me. 

Now there's sort of a transition. Mark and I are ina 
part of the sthool(though it looks like part of my house) 
with two hippies who were at our table at dinner. We are 


